VICHY  WATER                                            227
he could have got his liberte provisoire, but because he had some fake
witnesses he didn't want to get out before they were heard by
the judge. He didn't want the Assizes to say later on that he
doctored the evidence. He was a master liar. He boasted that one
afternoon he drank one hundred and two pernods. 1 said I didn't
believe it.
"But," he said, "afterwards I ate a large plate of macaroni and drank
with it two litres of red wine." That clinched it. But with his
one hundred and two pernods, and even with the sergeant of his
regiment he killed during the last war, he was completely devoted
to England. He had less interest in England than anybody I ever
knew. He had never been there, his shabby, crooked life was quite
independent of an English victory, yet he loved the idea; he would
have died for it. He used to ask me in his illiterate manner to
describe to him how English battleships fought, how the Spitfires
brought down Boche planes, and how it would look the day the
first English troops landed in his native Corsica. I said it would be
the Marines, and I had to tell him all I knew of Marines. I think
that deep attachment was the liking of one islander for another.
Most Corsicans I met were equally keen on England.
The days were now becoming a constant blur. Hardly a beginning
and the days passed quickly. I looked forward to the night, and
when darkness came with the warder locking the door, my thoughts
achieved such freedom as had never been given them while my
so-called real self had been enjoying it. I wasn't thinking of my fate.
I was no longer indignant for having been caught so stupidly; and I
ceased to worry whether mine was a winged victory or just a bad
joke. In fact, the old women could have come and I would have
stood their spitting unmoved.
It was cold. The floor was cold, too. We hid our overcoats in
the evening and so could put them on us at night. But only between
the blankets, for every hour the light was switched on and the warder
looked in through the spy-hole. He would have taken the coats
mercilessly away had even an inch showed. The Mistral was blow-
ing* The Mistral was one of the few members of the outer world
that succeeded in getting into the prison. We could have done
without it. During the nights it was warm under the overcoat and
because my thoughts were so clear I pieced together in my mind the
fall of France; and I felt my explanation was as good as any. Anyway,
I'd been nearer to the people of Paris during those days of collapse
than most casual observers, and because 1 love France.
The fall of France began with the French Revolution that never